"No one wants a crowd effect when you're on the
stage," Theodora said.  "But come on; it will only take

a minute."

They went up the slope towards the nearest of the
barkers. He was standing on a small two-horsed wagon
in the square of St. Eudokia. He wore Green favours;
his horses had attendants and trappings all spanged with
Green rosettes. The speaker was a big, burly man with a
mouth of much stretch and a bellow of a voice.

"Yes," he was saying, "I asked you that to find out,
and you give me the answer I wanted. You say Hypatius
lost his army."

"So he did," a man at the edge of the crowd said.

"Yes. Perhaps you were there to help him lose it?
Why did he lose it? Because the Blues gave him no
chance to save it. Because the Blues starved the army,
so that it had neither weapons nor transport, so that it
had neither full ranks nor trained officers, nor food, nor
information, and then sent Hypatius up to fight the
enemy who had all things. Did he hesitate? Did he risk
the disgrace of refusing the command? No, he took the
command and made such an attack on the enemy as
Leonidas made on the Persians at Thermopylae. That's
the man Hypatius is, a hero. And now he is coming to
your help again. He and the Green Party are coming
to save you citizens from the evils that beset you."

"That's the style," a young man cried. "Good old
Green Party."

At this some musicians who had been among the
crowd, waiting a cue, struck up a tune. Their fugle-
man cried: "Now come join in, everyone. I'll sing the
chorus first; then you'll all know it." He struck into
the chorus:
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